FAIRY TALES
RETOLD

By Warwich Jomee Price
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nature study to the comtrary not-
withstanding, there is to be met with, in
mine cases out of ten, an amazinT ignor-
ance of animal life. By this is meant an
ignorance of every-day facts about every-
day beasts—about moles and bats and |
tadpoles and guinea-pigs, for instance—
an ignorance, moreover, based almoltl
wholly upon old beliefs, unwise saws or|
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How many small citizens of this land | from amy
of common schools and  university-cx-
tension courses, and how many larger
on=s, too, firmly believe that guinea-pigs
wane once upon a2 time from far-of
Guainea® that the tadpole sheds his
tail? that bats love above all things else 8%
to entangle themselves in one's hair? |
thut mioles are blind?

Yet not one of the<se things is true. !
Squeaky Miss Guinea-Pigg no more came
from the French or Portuguese colomies |
of that name than Mr. Norway Rat came
scross seas with other Norse immigrants.

The tadpole’s tail does not drop of; it
develops with time into a proper part

of his more mature body.  If a panicky oF

bat gets into your hair, he is as distressed  average
alout it as vou are voursclf: and it i

the vilest of libels upom an eccentric

but haraless beast which declares that

a bat's Iwudy #s the invariable aldding-

plwe for vermin in  general

badbugs in particular.
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As for the mole. he has the usual com- M from New

plement of eves. and excecdingly bright Portland, Ovegon, for a
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and dlever ones; but thoughtful Mother  age stock cars of ths type, differing

Nature, remembering that he was to he
a professiomal tunncler. set them deep
into little protecting muds of fur. ** After
hours.” or at luncheon-time. or on his
rare days o, these keen eves may le
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s a cave
in point—a reptile which takes his tail
into his mouth and rolls himself along

| with astomishing swiftness, eventually

' striking the prey he has pursued with a
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brought forward just as the heaver™
or badger’s.

There are Mianchhausen stories told of
these fellows too, The badger’s legs,
bowever, are not chorter on one side
than on the other, nor does that clever
workman beaver uee his broad tail for
a trowel. The still ol’er yarn that he |
also brings it into scrvice to carry mud
and stones to his da is not now believed
in as once it was—as a matter of fact, the
cute hittle mason of descrted streams i
pretty smart to tote his plaster abom
(as be does) between his «lin and his
dimminutive forepaws.

*
Need it le addad that the domestic

cat has not nine lives? that the bee
does not die if deprived of his sting?
angl that the stolid httle ('uﬂ'l‘ll‘ﬂﬂ‘l’li’
does not arrive here. falling with the |
raindrops? Going farther afield. one
COUIES aToss as many more mistaken
ideas. It is only Mrs. Bear, for instance. |
vwho torpidly sleeps away the winter; !
Mr Bruin never loses the consciousness |
of his enforced but temporary widower- |
hxd The dving song of the swan
may possibly be her sweetest, but it
5 fur indeed from harmonious. The

Mother’s Voice

By C. P. McDonald

“Oh, will you never go to sloep? ™
I heard an angry father say,
As on his aching knees he cropt
To where his little balw lay
*“Oh. will you never go to sleep?™
His voice grew into one long sigh
His answer—Ah, his answer was
A screeching, lusty baby-ory!

o"‘h. .hfﬁlw “lalu"'. go to ‘h“ll. -
I heard a tired mother say,

As weanly she softly crept
To where her httle haby law

“Oh, go to sleep, my httle one'™
And softly she began to sing

A rweet and gentle lullaby —
And Jo. the child was slumbening?
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In lxot water
because—
you re out of 1t?

Seall space, small cost, but—
the bottest hot water from
wuﬂﬁ-ﬂiﬁnh
Great luxury st httle cost.
Tell us your troubles. If we
hed your addres we'd solve
them.

MONARCH WATER

HEATER COMPANY
PITTSBURGH. PA.
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whip-like blow of that same most useful
tail, suddenly released from between the
javs.
%
And there is the basilisk or cockatrice,
fron which fabled monster the town of
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at t
to introduce a motion that all
persons found guilty of telling hes about

' any of us shall be attacked and killed.
' Will you support me?"”

“In a minute!” cried _nﬂh'r. “The

Love flew past with hidden face—
Could 1 help but give him chasec?
Down the valley, up the hill,
Day and night, 1 seek him still.

In what covert he doth hade,
1 would know if harm betide
One that to his word.replies,
One that dares to meet his eyes.

I have heard—how true it be,
Sooth they will not tell to me—
Love hath joy to last for aye,
Dreams and songs to give away.

What to me if summer’s here?
Till I find him all is drear—
Down the valley. up the hill.
Day and night, I seek him <till



